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Ah !—here 

my heart! [ Drials. Her's a kind-natur'd crea- 
ture, that's certain ; but you doan't know all — 
you doan't indeed I' tell you a secret. Her 
gent me last week to the Printer, and egad, you 
mun know, I open'd the note. What do you 
think was in it? Why, there was somewhat 
about and copy—and an M and an L 
big M and ig J. I hope no treason; but 


THE WANDERING W-. 


Then, as I am & living man, she ended with de- 
eiring Mr. Type would send the Devil to her 


Oh! I stood all of a flutter—and says I to 
myself, tho* great folks may have the privilege 
of receiving — from Old Nick, Toby Grig 
will not be a go- between between Satan and the 


best of un — Wasn't I right, Master Cook ? 
| COOK. 
Right as this hand, Toby. 


TOBY. 


Look at this for a Sbeus a number of 
] Thezeareall for the Magazines, Poets, 
I have all these to 


oby ! for what are all 
your to mine ? In vain I may fry, and 
stew, and roast, and boil there's no pleasin 
her Aunt, Lady Swallow, ever since she 
to paint her great historical picture of our late 
r do 
what one can. 


TOBY. 


That's main odd, tho'; for that's the very 
thing has put every body else into good hu- 
mour. 


COOK. 
Confound her pictures ! She had me to sit to 
her last week for Hannibal—yes, it was Han- 
nibal—so I think Miss Camilla told me and 
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there was I for three hours stuck on the Alps, 
with a truncheon in my right hand, and a 

su ingin cruet fa my left ! Oh, it's a 
strange family we live in, Toby There is Miss 
Camilla, the Heiress, mad with Romances ; 
MissLydia, her Cousin, and our Master's daugh- © 
ter, madly in love with Major Atall ; Mistress, 
mad with painting ; you and I mad with too 
much work; and Master, faith, * 
in his way. 


TOBY. 
I'll tell you a secret, Mr. Cook: I doubt Sir 
Solomon is main jealous at times. 
COOK. | 
Oh! he's s mad with jealousy besides. But the 
I mean, is his resolution to marry his 


dom, =p Miss Lydia, to the oldest lover he 
can get to venture. 


Tor. | 

Yes, that's rare and comical. But I 
by what I ha” seen, Miss bean't of his mind. 

| COOK. 

No—1 don't think he'll impose on Miss emily. 
Tho', Toby, you mayn't know, perhaps, that 
is himself as easily impozed on as 2 


TOBY. 
So I ha' heard; but forgive 


a fool's caution, 


: my belief is, he often pretends to be impozed 


on when he is not. 


Enter Susan, with a Layman on ber back. 
COOK. 


Zounds, Toby, what have we here? Why, 


Susan, who the devil is this limber gentleman 
you are 80 fond of? 
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Going with the Layman *) Lord help you! I Should 

sorry you were all as well behaved as he is! 

| [Exit with Layman. Bell rings. 
Quick, Suzan! zounds! that's my Lady. 

| TOBY. | 

No, that now's Miss Camilla's bell! Lud! 

lud! one can never have a little quiet talk! 


” 


treaty between us stands thus—1 am to indulge 


A COMEDY. 9 


«4 Fad ——— — —_ 4 „ — 4 *” ä 


SIR SOLOMON. 
Zounds, my Lady, I shall sprain my neck 
LADY SWALLOW, 


Now a little more to the right—now a small 
matter to the left—your eyes up, 2 — 


—— GW 
SIR SOLOMON, 


'Sblood, my Lady, you want me to put my 
ſeo went down, right and left, front and pro- 


file, all at once 
LADY 8WALLOW. 
Sir, T not paint another muscle, I'm de- 
termined. This is always the way. You may 
get up, Sir, when you please—I'll not 
another wrinkle, thou restless Adonis |— ell, 
where is Lydia ? 
| sm SOLOMON. 

Before you so kindly put me in the pillory, 
my love, Lydia was the subject on which I came 
to consult you: for, you remember, the last 


. 


= the utmost extent, in your love of the 
ine Arts ; and you give up to me to have the 
whole controul in procuring a husband for our 
girl and my niece. 
LADY SWALLOW. 

Certainly, Sir Solomon, that is the basis of our 
— tho I deny that it was the status 
quo ante bellum. 


SIR SOLOMON. 

But it was a coneession 1 wrung from you by 
force of argument, my Lady. And now, nota 
man shall enter my doors, as the lover of Lydia, 
as, da purchase. One 
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Well, Sir Solomon 
will be the dupe ff 


66 
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CAMILLA. 5 
A ladder, a balcony, and a swing by aspout ! 


Well, these are incidents, to be sure; but not 
new. 


— 


TOBY. 

Now, truly, I think it new enough, to prefer 

X into a house by a ladder and the win- 

when the street-door was wide open. 

MarALL, at the window. 

MARALL. 
My angel! is all clear? 
CAMILLA. 

Yes; come in !—Run, Toby, and secure the 

ladder. [Ezit Toby. Mar. gets in at the window. 
MARALL. 
See what I risk for you! 
CAMILLA. 

Pho! 1 think it nothing to sneak in at the win- 
dow, by the old clumsy boarding-school trick 
of a ladder. You don't call Wt > now tak: 
dent, do you ? 


— 
Pretty thanks for risking my neck! 


CAMILLA. 
Why, didn't you promise me the next time 
_ float in a a mt 


MARALL. 
Come, come, Camilla, me this time 
for not breaking my neck, ind I do ome 
thing better the next. 
CAMILLA. 
. Bot if I forgive, as Tristram Shandy says 


Dia you _ read Tristram Shandy, Captain 
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MARALL. 
| WT be sure I didn't !—Oh, yes,—end sobb' d, 
rn. pon my honour, by the 
= ho can think of poor Fevre, and not 
weep? Who can think of poor Maria, and not 
shed tears? And who can think of the dear 
sweet little Fille-de-Chambre, and not kiss a 


pretty girl if she is near ? © Kisses ber. 
CAMILLA. 
How dare you, Sir, be so presuming ? 
MARALL. 


Now my dear intelligent Camilla, if you will 
only manage the matter between your Cousin 
and Atall, and leave the care of yourself to me, 
it will, d'ye see, be delightful. By 
the bye, he is now to see Lydia again. 
CAMILLA. 

Yes, if he has followed the plan I settled for 
him. He has sent of course his compliments 
to my Aunt, wanting to see her Gallery of Pic- 
tures. Remember he is to bean Amateur and 
a Foreigner : rely on it, he will be asked often 
to the house in the absence of my Uncle. But 
as to marriage, every thing is in the father's 
power; and whether it be madness, whim, or 
craft, he a tekaans her, except to an old 
man. 


MARALL. 
A truly, for a youn fellow 
Seer 
youth and es + | 
CAMILLA. 
Our hope must be in my Uncle's monstrous 
credulity !—Somebody approaches. 


Pray look at her apparatus ; thinks of 
nothing now but her Historical Picture 
of Jervis's glorious Victory. It is to be the com- 
panion of Howe's First of June, and this sailor a 


figure introduced in the groupe. 
. LYDIA. | 
Yes—you know a common sailor saved 
Cousin , Who was blown ov 


But, my dear friend, if I were disposed to quit 
my father's house, we are so watched, and the 
servants are so vigilant, I despair, let Mr. Atall 
disguise himself ever 80, of deceiving them. 
I have a plan in view, if every thing else 
fails, that must succeed. My dear Marall in- 
tends inserting in the- „ that the 
old rich Wandering Jew is arrived in town, 
of whom you have heard your mother speak 80 
often; and on your father's credulity we ean- 
not fail imposing Atall as the Antideluvian, if 
we please. | 
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| * LYDIA. 

My father certainly is the easiest man on 
earth to be imposed upon; but it does not be- 
eome me to join in the imposture. 


CAMILLA, ©» 
Become you 


* = 


to do so !—No—no more it 
would, if Atall, like his friend, my lover, was 
not a man of honour, and a charming man 
Is he not a lovely fellow ? 
LYDIA. 


1 think, Carpilla, he is well enough. 


Well enough ! N - 
dear ! N don't you read novels and ro- 
een 
LL 
LYDIA. 
But I shall offend my father if I refuge his 
choice. 
| CAMILLA. 


Offend a fiddlestick! Don't tell me of offend- 
ing fathers !—Oh, dear!—Oh, dear! F[Cries. 
LYDIA. | 

Why do you weep, Camilla ? 

| CAMILLA. 
Because — because -I have no father nor mo. 
ther to offend ! [Sobs. J Oh—if I had! — 
LYDIA. 
What would you do? 

Follow my own whim, to be sure—ecod, that 
1 would ! Now I will ask you, did you ever see 
a heroine yet that did not fly in the face of her 
friends, encounter a thousand miserable vicis- 

aitudes of life, and at last have the supreme 
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Wann [ Knock at door.) 
Oh, dear! I hope your father is from home— 
I am all of a flutter. "Knock g. ] One - two 
three this is your lover, Mr. Atall, as I live! 
I hope your wother is apprized that he is come 
to view the Gallery ? 


b prodigious gn 
Count, wth the unapenkaie long name [ Exit. 


You bes, my dear Lydia, he is diaguized as I 
told you. 
LYDIA. 


Sol perceive, Camilla. 


CAMILLA. 
He is to on your mother, you know, for 
an Italian i 3% | 
' ATAIL. 


Speaking bebind. ] Oui, Signor, tell your La- 
e ran Contrasto del Camera 
Obscura Enter, disguised as an Italian Count. ] 
Dearest Lydia, I hope you will excuse this dis- 
guise, which your Camilla has induced 
me to assume; and harder still, of has 5 | 
tend to a great knowledge of the Arts. It is 
an innocent device, however, to impose on your 
mother, was» - raters Aras | 
*means i am debarr'd. 
- LYDIA. 
As innocent as deceit can be. But, Mr. Atall, 


are you perfect in your part? 


16 THE WANDERING m., 


— — — 
_ ATALL. 


Ob! Fm only to admire her science and her 
Collection, and not to understand or speak a 
word of plain English. 

Tuna. 
very right: but you must affet the lover to 
her besides that's the homage she thinks her 


8 peculiarly demand. 


CAMILLA. 


Excellent! This will be an come 
what will of it, Well, Toby, what brings you? 


Enter Tonr. 


Another incident !—Perha discovery 
scene! But what shall . we 


Oh, ve thall both be lock d without meat, x 
drink, or sleep. * | 
CAMILLA, 


Worxe «till—without pen, ink, or paper. 
 ATAEL., | | 
Zounds ! T wish you could lock me up some · | 


where—1 like a little romance on pal welp 


enough; but damn these practical i 
SIR SOLOMON. _, 
[ithout.”, Lydia, are you above? 


—— own Cee —— 


LYDIA. 

Yes, Sir O lud What shall we-do? 
-ATALL. 

Is there no closet, no chimney; no chest to 


hide me in ? 


No—nothing; and if you attempt to make 
vour escape, and he sees you, it will be ten 
thousand times worse. 


ATALL. 
Shall I jump out at the window ? 


That indeed would bo an incident! Oh, dear! 
1 hear his foot—1I have it—Here, -bere, Mr. 
Atall, my Aunt has dress'd up this Lay-Figure, 
as she wants to introduce a wounded sailor in 
the Historical Picture _ 
morable 14th of February. 
LYDIA. | | 
That will do, and if my father should come, 
you Woot any you came to sit to my mother. 
ATALL. 
Very well, on with them. (Takes off-coat -and 
wig, A up the jacket.” nu. 
is but one sleeve | | 


IA. 


— be, painted with but one 


ATAfi. | 
So—on with the trowsers first—20—now-the 
wilt. bandkerchief—the 3 * 
| 4 
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{Lydia and Camilla assist him to dress, and bide 
bis other cloaths bebind the pictures. 


CAMILLA. 
Here he comes. 


Enter Sir SOLOMON. 
SIR SOLOMON. - 
So, Lydia—Why, who in the name of pati. 
ence have we got here ? | 
LYDIA. 
My Cousin will tell you who it is, I am but 
just come into the Gallery. 
SIR SOLOMON. 
| Who is it, I say? 
CAMILLA. 
12 EIN ID, how should 


SIR SOLOMON. 
Grant me I say what the devil 
brought this queer figure here? ' 


LYDIA. | 

Oh, you mean the Layman. Lord, Sir, you 
know it is my mother's model ! * 
| Sm SOLOMON. 
> ** Pert. I mean this walking model 


CAMILLA. 
Oh, Sir, you mean that man 
SIR SOLOMON. 


Yes, Miss, I do mean that man. 
. CAMILLA. 


That, Sir, is a British Tar—one who, where- 


ever he may be found, should meet with pro- 
tection, not with insult. 


— 


Very likely. But what brings him here? 
LYDIA. 
Shame, shame, Sir, what a question* 
Sm SOLOMON. 
I say, what brings him here? 
CAMILLA. 
Shame, shame, Sir, what a question ! 


SIR SOLOMON. - 
Gad, I think it a very reasonable question! 

I come on a sudden into my wife's private 

painting-room, and find a 4-3 strappi 2 

young British Far alongside m 

daughter ; I civilly ask his 3 * the 

answer is—** Shame, shame, Sir, what a ques- 


tion!“ 
BOTH. 
Oh fie, Sir Solomon ! 
; ATALL. 
Sir, I'll tell you 


my business, if my young 
Misses won't. N sailing down street yes- 
terday, I was hailed—not by these here sloops, 
but a stout first rate in short, the Madam of 
this house 80 I hauled my wind, tacked about, 
and brought myself to anchor in the parlour. 
SIR SOL ONO. 

So—hail'd by my wife! This is better and 


better ! 
ATALL, © 


So says I, Mistress, I am not the man you - 
take me for. 


sm SOLOMON. | 
Very well said of you Here's a proceeding ! 
Well, go on, friend! 4 | 
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* . hy 


- ATALL. 

Don't think, says 1, tho I have lost one of 
my timbers in the service, that I am reduced to 
that there state, that I will do a mean or discre- 
ditable thing —for, your Honour, d' ye see, I be- 
— 
SIR SOLOMON. 


Ar ALI. 


Madam, says I, if you call'd me for— 
For what? 
AT ALI. 
Il you call'd me, says I, to me charity, 
youre 1 country 8 for 


ided me a snug sylum at 
wn gf} ce Dt Jack's hull is laid up 
in ordinary 


for the —_ of his voyage ; 
and I bless the nation. for its bounty and its 
justjice—l say „ for the birth I bave, — 
earn d and bled or, and never will i disgrace the 
name of a British Tar by taking bounty without 
service; or, myself living in idleness, make 
prize money of the ind of others, and fat- 
ten on the labour of the poor ! Fhat, your Ho- 
nour, was the mazum aboard our vessel—-'tis 
the fancy of us sea faring folk 
SIR SOLOMON. 
And a damn'd good fancy too, Jack! I wish 
it was the iancy with us Jand faring folk I be- 
_ lieve the state vessel wouldn't move the worse 


for it. 

ATALL. 
Welt—bit it turned out I was ** — 
tack— that was not what she had to propase. 


S | E 


— — 
b_—_— _—, 


What 2 else Jack, did. he, propoge d 
But speak low 
ATALL, 


That I would go up-atairs, into, ber, prizats 


room. 
Agitated.") lnto ber : | and for 
to private room 
wife MATS for what ? 
ATALE, 
— my hauser, but for a most charming 


SIR so NN. 


A charming job !—I'm ready ta ce 
But what was it ? 


Painting to the pillure Lady Swallow bad been 

. painting. ] To K ro 

D ye see, x am. 

master; and damme, — bit of oak isn't 
among 'em, if 1 ” i 


 o—_ 7 #4 vas i 


Oh, is that ald uhe wanted—ha! ha! Yes, yes, 
I thought it was so! And hark ee me, jack. 
should any miscreaut incendiary ever attempt 
to corrupt the native wosth and honour of your 
character, may he. be from the shore, 
and then duck'd across the Channel !— This is 
a monstrous honest fellow, girk—a Gans ho: 
next fellow indeed! 

BOTH. 


We knew he was an honest fellow, Sir. 
ATALL. 

Ves, Ladies, Jack never did a * 
thing but once, and that was a struggle between 


22 THE WANDERING JEW, 


| what at you call that there bumanity and his duty. 
True, 1 was Captain of a gun on the glorious 
14th of February ; I did leave it to save a young 
fellow, 'tis true, that tumbled overboard—1 did 


20—vell, well, no matter ! 
LYDIA. FT 
It was my Cousin, father, as I live! 4H 
What an incident — 
ATALL. . 


Well, I zav'd, him, and when 1 » to 
my gun it was unshipt. In a crack, a ball struck 
the breech, carried off my arm, kill'd a hen tur- 
key in the coop, 
Cook, and shorten'd the bowsprit of a Black 
swabber. [ Points to bis nose. ] It was a merry 
ball faith. We have often laugh'd at it on 
board, master, hat! ha! I never niiss'd my arm, 
e wo think of that damn'd 
queer vhot, _ | 

Well, well, you have lost your arm in a glo- 
rious cause, and no friend to his country will 


* 

Jack was above all bounty but his country's. 
SIR SOLOMON. 
Then give me your hand, however, you're a 
good fellow, Jack—{ Atall bas nearly given the 
wrong band, Camilla prevents bim, Lydia and Ca- 
milla ste a laugh. isn t he gir's ? What do you 


laugh at? I az he's an honest simple soul, one 
may read it in his face. You have saved my 


Snapp'd the wooden leg of Tom © 
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nephew, Jack ; and whenever you a. fa- 
2 you shall find old Solomon's heart 


as generous as your's is courageous. I must 

away ; girls, bee that Jack has a good dinner. 
ATALL. 

And a can o grog, master ? 


So far we have sail'd before the wind! Ecod, 
parable actor! Do, go 


it is love that hes ae tonm- 

scendent maid !—let me prostrate myself at 

A "en ctrabe 
tyranny of your parents. 

CAMILLA. 

Do, Lydia, every . thing is pack'd up and 

ready—rope-ladders certainly'to be procured. | 

LADY SWALLOW. 


eben.] When dinner is ready, call me 
down. 


LYDIA. 

Hark! My Mother's voice, as I live! 
- " LADY SWALLOW. 

['itbout.} What! the dra of the lame 
Sailor is come, is it? Well, Shall just put on 
, wy palating- -gown, and resume my pencil. 
CAMILLA. , 
Now indeed we shall be undone! Come, 
Captain, for Heav'n's sake replace the drapery, 
or we shall be Ehcovered * v; 


Lich zome one would replace-me. 
'CAMIELA. 

Dear, "tis. only to resume the character in 
which my Aunt expects you. 

ccuseerg is pas, 
= bis rats, Lydia ant Camilla assist- 
ing vil.” True, but I est my skin so often, 1 
zhall never remember d am. - 


CAMILLA.. | 

Thete—that will do jact s himself again. 

| ATAEL. 

You have prevailed upon me to assume the 
den of an Italian, and Etifound wie if I know 
le pudse ain I fo E, What in the name 
ol inpudetice am I to do | 

EAMILLA. 
Here's another incident! But it signifies little, 


'Eybia, your Mother is equally ignorant; only 
admire the pictures, and whether in E in Hebrew, 


Greek, Latin, Welch, or Irish, it signifies no- 

thing. 

n: Lr Swat, in ber painting idress. 
Tuer Walton. | 


Well, girls—Sir, your 'nioxtodedient hantble 
zervant. 


ca. 
This, Aunt, is the Florentine Noliciuan, Sig- 
nor Gran Contra-to del Camera Obscura, an 
amateur of the Arts, equally skill'd in painting, 


n IT 2 — n — 
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f | 3 — 
poetry, and music. He is F. R. S. of the Royal 
Society of London; M. D. P. of the College of 
Edinburgh; H. O. Z. of the University of Ja- 
maica, and An-piz-an of the Imperial Academy 
of the Cape of Good Hope. 
LADY SWALLOW. - 

Upon my word, a Dilletante of the first wa- 
ter ! Signor Gran Contrasto, I am much flat- 
tered by this visit. My little exhibition must 
make a sad figure, I fear, on a 3 with 
the Florentine Gallery. 

ATALL. 

Madame, excusa-meo—your's, be von char- 
man Collectione! Very gran, Madame. The 
picture au display with tasto, and vestro own 
work au magnifico. ; 

__ LYDIA. 

My mother is employing her pencil, Signor, 
on an historical sketch of a late naval action, 
which, however foreign to your feelings, must 
be a grateful scene to every English spectator. 

ArALI. 
Oh, sublime The lame sailor look alivo, 
and the com would honour Michael 
Angelo! Oh! ſin ecstacy] gran, gran, very 
grans !—but I cannot ex press 
LADY SWALLOW. 

Girls, you may leave the room. The Count, 
I see, is bashful.. See after dinner—probably 
the Count will honour us with his company. 

LYDIA axp CAMILLA. | 
„ Good morning, Signor ! 
0 J [Exit Lyd. and Cam. 
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| LADY SWALLOW. 
[Aside.” These foreign gentlemen, I have 
heard, usually begin making love at first sight. 
ATALL. 
Aside. ] Zounds | I wish I had lost my tongue 
ore I ventur'd upon a compliment. 
LADY SWALLOW. 

Chevalier, I see you are a man of sense and 
profound knowledge, and prefer, no doubt, the 
rational conversation of a woman of experience, 
who has cultivated her mind in the study of the 
arts and sciences, to the prattle of triling girls 
— but as to Sir Solomon 

ATALL. 


He is von dam savages !—{ Looking at ber. — 
Che figura! 


LADY SWALLOW. 
Tes, Sir Solomon has not one idea of tacte; 
or of the tender passion; but your countrymen, 
Signor Gran Contrasto, painting, music, and 
gallantry are their study. May I entreat, Sig- 
nor, a slight soft preludio—on my favourite 
instrument, I mean—with a canzonet, or a Ve- 
netian serenata, if your lordship pleases? 
Aral. | 
O voluntore—l will do my possible, but 
praftizo!—very much out ice.— 
Never touched te ny * life. [ Aside. 


{ Plays on the barp. 


Charming What a finger! What execution! 
Composed by Metastasio, | presume? 
ATALL. 
Si Signora ! with a running bass by Tawo 
Ariosto. Wou'd you I sing? 


A COMEDY. 27 


I would indeed, Count. Sir Solomon never 
lets me go to the Italian ; $9 one hears 
nothing but on the vulgar English stage ; Jor- 
dan in Ophelia, or Jack Bannister in trowsers. 

p ATALL. 

Oh! horrid ! horrid !—I have heard that 
= Bannestro—shocking ! shocking indeed! 

o gusto! no sosternuto! no—— 

[ Sings an Italian air. 
LADY SWALLOW. 
mann ravishing ! 
ATALL. 
O, vous flatter! tis mere nothing 
LADY SWALLOW. 

Amiable modesty ! captivating diffidence! I 
confess that — is something so pleasing 
about you gentlemen of Italy, that I fear it 
would not be prudent in me to express the par- 
tiality I feel! You are like your climate, cheer- 
ful and unchanging. 

ATALL. 

So there's no retreat; and I must either make 
love, or be discovered to be no Connoisseur 
LXxcels.] Oh, divine Madona Suallow! Thus let 
me confess it was not your Collection, but O! 
belle idol meo - your charmante and lovely—— 


Enter Sir SOLOMON. 


SIR SOLOMON, 
A very honest fellow, that Jack. Eh 


what is this? [ Approacl es ] What, making 
love to my wiſe! 
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LADY SWALLOW. 
Making love to your wife! How vulgar 


How can you, Sir Solomon, have such grovel- 
ling ideas? 


SIR SOLOMON. 


If this is not making love, damme if I know 
what is. 


LADY SWALLOW. 
See how you confuse the modest gentleman ! 
How can,you ex pose yourself so, Sir — ? 
SIR SOLOMON. 
This is damn'd diverting, truly! I never _R 
any modest gentleman alongside my wife, niece, 
or daughter, but the answer is-— Shame, 


shame, Sir Solomon! How can you ex 
yourself so? * * 


LADY SWALLOW. 


I tell you he was only entreating me to in- 


troduce his portrait into my grand Historical 
Picture. 


SIR SOLOMON. 

I sce this grand Historical Picture is to ac- 
count for every thing. I say, Sir, what do you 
do here, and what have you to say to my wife ? 

' LADY SWALLOW. 

I say again, don't expose yourself, Sir Solo- 
mon-- the gentleman, who is one of the first 
Artists of the age, hearing of the fame of my 
Collection, came to see it, altho* he cannot 
speak a syllable of English. 
SIR SOLOMON. 
Then how the devil, Madam, could he have 
asked you to thrust his ugly monkey phiz into 
your grand Historical Picture ? 

LADY SWALLOW. 
He made signs to that effect. 


: 29 
- * ©. — ä „ 1 ? 


—— 


A COMEDY. 


SIR SOLOMON. 

He did! Well, and he can make love by 
signs too, I warrant---or to that effect. I ask 
you, Sir, what the devil brought you here 2 

[Atall makes signs, and looks at the piftures. 
LADY SWALLOW. 

There! suspicious man! are you convinced 
now * You see he doesn't even com a 
word you say. Do beg the gentleman's pardon, 
and ask him to dinner. 

SIR SOLOMON, 


To dinner! 
LADY SWALLOW. 

Yes, do love.---Come, oblige me ! 
SIR SOLOMON. | 

Well, I'll ask him, but he must never stir out 
of my sight Sir, will you do me the honour of 
dining with me on a family dinner ? 

[Atall seems surprised. 
LADY SWALLOW. £ 

Make signs! You forget he don't understand 
a syllable you utter. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

True, true ¶ Makes signs of invitation io dinner 
—Atall makes signs of assent.) Damn'd quick of 
apprehension, cho; about the dinner signal !--- 
ir 8. e. is going : Atall bows, and is fc 

Ad prevents bum. Not 80 fast; - you and I will 
Lady Swallow, will or- 
_ dinner. The Connoisseur, I know, wants to 
look at the pictures [| Makes signs to Atall to look 
at pictures. [Exit Lady S.] So, while there's no 
mischief going on, It have t'other peep at this 
extraordin paragraph. [ Tales out a newsþa- 
fer. ] My fancy for for an old husband for Lydia 
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must be maintain'd, and if this won't 40 no- 
War will. [Reads, Atall listening.] The 
| . is certainly at this moment in 
he existence of this wonderful man 
22 20 b known throughout Europe; but what is 
most extraordinary is, that he predicts the hour 
of his dissolution to be within a twelvemonth, 
and that the object of his journey to London is, 
to weed eome British beauty, by whom he may 

leave an heir to his wealth and his longevity.” 
So I'm bound to catch at this of course. He 
lives in Old-street, in the City, and is accompa- 
nied by an aged servant, within a century or 
two as old as himself,” Well, this is the very 
thing: I will close with this venerable Swain, 
and write a line to beg to see him without delay. 
Ha ! my old friend---{Goes to the ley-figure. } Eh 
Zounds ! The feathers are here, but the bird is 
- I see Jack has left his rigging here, but 

the hulk's afloat. Now ! who have we here? 
{ Hides bebind the lay- man. 


Enter can and MaR ALL. 


CAMILLA. 
Indeed, Captain, they're not at dinner yet, 
and I declare I don't like this rope ladder. 
ATALL. 


Hush! hush! 
CAMILLA. 


Do think of some newer incident ; you have 
no more invention than this block. 


Sir SoLoxon discovers bimself ;j  CAMILLA Screams. 
| SIR SOLOMON. 
Rope-ladder and a Captain! - 
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| MARALL. 

Pon my honour, Sir Solomon, this may have 

a very odd appearance, but Il tell you the 

1 you every thing particu- 
1. 


SIR SOLOMON. 
But III hear nothing! and, above all, I don't 


want to know the truth ! 
MARALL. 


Nay, but ask my friend Atall---I mean this 
Italian gentleman. | 
SIR SOLOMON. 

Oh, ho, I see how it is Malls up to Atall.] 
Sir, you eat no dinner with me. Madam Ca- 
milla, you$hall be lock'd up in your room; and 
you, Mr. Captain, didn't I forbid you my house ? 

es, I Say, and here you are without my con- 
sent. 

MARALL. 

Why, how the devil could | be here otherwise! 
CAMILLA. 

Sweet, modest creature! How he is treated on 
my account 

ATALL. 

But, Signor Solomano! 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Here, Toby, John, William, Cook, Coach- 

man, Porter | 


Enter Tony, with a blunderbuss, and Servants. 

Turn these masqueraders out of the house— 
turn them out directly, and lock all the doors. 
Come along, hussey---don't let em speak a word. 
Oh ! impudent minx, with your Captains, and 
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— 


damn d Gran Contrastos ! Turn 3 
say, and lock, bolt, and chain the street door 


18 answer nobody, and take my letters 
in at the window, . 


LZreunt Sir 8. forcing Cam. one way : the Ser- 


vants forcing Mar. and Atall tbe otber. 


ACT 11. SCENE I. 


A Chamber. Enter ATaii and MARALL. 


ATALL. 
Aſter all, my dear friend, I dislike all this 
imposition. The obligations your father con- 


ferr'd on Camilla's, may entitle you to retribu- 
tion from the family; but in my case I cannot 


feel it to be an honourable way of atchieving 


either the hand, the heart, or the fortune of a 
- deluded girl. 


MARALL. 
Hark'ee, Atall—1 know my countrymen are 


a—t——_— bs be ator ade» on this 


suhject, but you mistake us. By Heav'n, there 
isn't a tive fellow of you all would more 


- 8corn to abuse the confidence of a conliding 
father, or pass for other than I am, on the in- 


experience of an artless girl, than your friend; 
but here, tyrannical caprice would devote Youth 


and Beauty to the arms of Age and Avarice. 


ue not to forbid the banns, and of- 


I were a 


fer the asylum of an honest fellow” s protection 
into the bargain. 


ATALL. 
But damn it, Captain, I think we shall fail. 
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But why the devil should we fail? 
ATALL. 

Zounds! after you have embark'd me in 
your schemes, don't you always discover every 
thing by some curst blunder or other ? 

MARALL. 

O—but you'll see how cautious I'll be this 
time, for this scheme is my favourite. Wasn't 
it 1 put the paragraph in the paper I know he 
reads Wasn't it I got the letter sent to him 
to hint that the Wandering Jew was come back 
again to England ? So not a word more of con- 
sideration, but to action direfly, and Love and 
Fortune speed us. 

ATALL. 
Well, this one trial though we have little en 


couragement from the success of our tricks hi - 
therto. 


MARAILI. 
The more honourable then will be our per- 
severance. Tis not in mortals to command 


success, but we'll do more—we'll do without it. 
| [Exeunt. 


— . 


— P * * A. 


SCENE II. 


CaumLa's Apartment at Sir SOLOMON 's. CAMILLA 
" _ discorered reading. 


CAMILLA, 

[Reads.? © At this dread moment the whole 

distorted face of nature, smote with convulsive 

sy mpathy, appear'd to share the horrors of the 

scene.” Oh ! how I admire this new g 
* | 


lorious 
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German stile of novel-writing ! Bleeding Nuns, 
flirting Friars, caves and daggers, ghosts on 
horseback, and every thing that's delightfully 
alarming, and sublimelyunintelligible! * Reads. 
« Instantly I heard a heavy step advance, an 
while my heart beat with terror, I felt a cold 
hand seize my——” 


Enter Sir Solomon. cum cixes bim by the 
Collar. 


SIR SOLOMON. 
Help! help! What the devil are you at? 


Enter Topy. 


I shall lock you up in your chamber, Miss, or 
send you to Moorfields. You shall live on wa- 
ter-gruel for a month. Stay with her, Toby, 
until I go and fetch her Aunt: for my part, 
I'm afraid to approach her don't know what 
Bhe may do me. [ Eri. 
TOBY. 

Miss Camilla, you bean't mad, be you? 

CAMILLA. 

No, Toby ; I am not mad—1 would to Heav'n 

] were! 


TOBY, 

Heav'n forbid ! But mayn't I approach you, 
Miss? You will not bite poor T nay f ? You be 
really as sensible as I—be you, Miss 

CAMILLA. 
Thereabouts, Toby ! 
TOBY. 
Thea here is a packet from the Captain : he 
gave it me not half an hour ago—Don't let me 
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ive the wrong that's my own sweetheart's — 
Drops the letters, and picks them up in a burry.] 
here, Ma'am ! | 


8 CAMILLA. 

Charming, charming, Toby! Let me see it 
Oh, dear — Oh, dear! Let me see. You had it 
from himself? 


TOBY. 
From his own hands, as I'm an honest man 
CAMILLA. 

[Opens the letter without looking at the cover.] Now 
for all the sweet enthusiasn: of impatient passion 
[Kiszes it. Reads.) © As matters stand between 
us, few words are best least said, soonest mend- 
ed. lownlT thought I lik'd you once, but my 
mind's chang'd, and kissing goes by favour. 
Hoping this won't make you cantancorous or 
troublesome, I remain, notwithstanding, your 
sincere well-wisher—you know who.” So— 
here's an incident! Here's treachery and fickle- 
ness l Very well, Captain, if I am not a match 
for you Toby, what did my Uncle say when 


he left the room? 
That he would lock you up, and starve you 
on water-gruel. 
CAMILLA. 
No— but he shan't, though Toby, I have a 
scheme in view—will you assist me ? 
| TOBY. 
Zartainly, Miss Camilla. 
CAMILLA. 
Then steal softly up to my room, brin 
down the parcel you will find on my table, 
follow me to Mrs. Bufont's, the milliner. W hat 
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was prepared for a masquerade frolic shall now 
answer a better purpose. 


TOBY. 
Yes, Miss. 


I'll be aveng'd at least. Spirit of Zara, in- 
spire me!-Yes, he shall find that 


«© Heav'n bas no curse like love to hatred turw'd, 
«« Nor Hell a fury like a woman 5scorn'd.” [Exit. 


Enter Lypia, meeting Tosy, who is going. 
LYDIA. - 
Toby, where is my Cousin gone? 
TOBY. 
Looking at the other letters.) O Lord! O Lord! 
LYDIA. 
What's the matter with the fool ? I say, 
where's my Cousin ? 
TOBY. 
Gone to Mrs. Buffoon's, the milliner, Ma'am, 
where I shall be afraid to follow her. O Lord! 
O Lord! that I should be such a blockhead as 


to give her my sweetheart's love letter instead 
of her own! 


To whom ? 
TOBY. 


To Miss Camilla: and here, Miss, is the real 
letter she ought to have had. 
LYDIA. 


Let me see I shall open it, as I dare we” _ 
relates to us both. 


LYDIA, 


TOBY. 
Very like. But I wish 1 had back my own 
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zweetheart's letter; for though it was doleful 
2. I dare say it relates only to l. 


[ Exits 


LYDIA. 

[Reads.] ** To Miss Camilla.—Dearest ves- 
tal! As a last resource, my friend and I have 
a romantic scheme in view, once more to gain 
access to you and the divine Lydia. My friend 
assumes the character of the Wandering Jew— 
I that of his Sec . It will be a rare inci- 
dent at all events! Therefore be prepared 
kindly to receive those, whose lives depend 
upon your smiles and constancy.—Marall.“ 
So, this indeed is presuming on my father's cre- 
dulity to the utmost!---But why didn't Atall 


apprize me of the plan ? I must play him some 
trick for his want of confidence. 


Enter Sir SoLOMON. 


SIR SOLOMON. | 

Lydia, my child, I am glad I have found 

[= I have visitors coming—choice ones---and 

both you and your Cousin to receive 

1 according to my wishes. 

LYDIA. 

This, my Father, is a cruel injun&ion ; but 

I am bound to obey. But, Sir, to raise me in 

the estimation of your friend, suffer me to have 

another suĩtor, just to shew him that I am not 
quite destitute. 


SIR SOLOMON, 
M hat, not Signor Don Contrasto ? 
LYDIA. 
No, Father, but one whom I really despise. 
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SIR SOLOMON. 

But can I depend on you? There is such 
masquerading going on I can trust nothing. 
if you marry without my con- 
aent I can disinherit you. 

LYDIA. 

I am sensible of it, Sir. Indulge me in this 

whim, and upon my honour I will not deceive 


you. 
SIR SOLOMON. 

Well, Lydia, I cannot think you would sacri- 
fice yourself to such a coxcomb! But here, Ly- 
dia, take and keep this paper. You see it is ad- 
dressed both to you and to your Cousin : but 
give me your word you will not break the seal 
till I call on you to do it. 

| LYDIA. 
Sir, you may rely on me. 
SIR SOLOMON. 

I am sure I may, Lydia; you are not giddy 
and uncertain like Camilla: tho' I know you 
each of you laugh at your old foolish Father 
and Uncle. 


— 
— 


LYDIA. | 

No, indeed, Sir; and as a of my sin- 
cerity, I'll confess to you that Lord, who—— 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Oh—hang him ! I've no-fear of him. A fig 

for titles, where the first of all titles are want- 

ing, good sense and an honest heart. f Eeunt. 


— 
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SCENE 111. 


The Pifture Gallery. A full length Portrait of 
2 Cardinal. Enter Lady SwaLLow, meeting 
Sir S0LOMON and LYDIA. | 


LADY SWALLOW. 

'Oh, my love, I have been at Mr. Knockme- 
downs, the Auctioneer, and made such a pur- 
chase l two such pictures A Cardinal Rich- 
lieu by Guido, and Prince Eugene by Salvator 


Rosa! 
LYDIA. 
Originals, mother ? 
LADY SWALLOW, 

Originals, I assure you. There is the Guido. 

Pm „* the other is not come. 
LYDIA. 

Many high bidders, Madam ? 
LADY SWALLOW. 

Oh, yes ; two rich Jew Connoisseurs, three 
Army Clothiers, a Common Council-man, an 
immense Contractor, a noted Lady of Quality, 


an eminent Marquis, and a Dutc Ex- Burgo- 
nie. 


SIR SOLOMON. 
All fudge! All counterfeits! All masquera- 
ders, as I'ma magistrate! The Lady of. Fashion 
is the Auctioneer's house keeper, the Marquis 
keeps a public house in the next street, and the 
rich Ex-Burgomaster is paid two 2 a 
day for puffing the goods. 
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6-6 LADY SWALLOW. . 

Ridiculous ! I say the pictures are originals ! 
and what do you think I gave for them ? 

LYDIA. 
A thousand guineas at least, mother. 
3 LADY SWALLOW. 
Only four hundred, upon my honour, 
LYDIA. 
What a fortunate purchase! 
SIR SOLOMON. ; 
I say tis not---'tis a damn'd unfortunate pur. 
chase for me, whoam to pay for them. a 
a LYDIA. 5 

But how could the Connoisseurs suffer them 
to go so cheap? 

LADY SWALLOW. 

I will tell you. The fact is, I said at the out. 
set I would bid one hundred each, and not a 
Shilling more; but the Jews and the Marquis 
run them up to 3891. Four hundred, says I, 
and pon my honour I shall not bid a sixpence . 
more. Then 1 will, said the Burgomaster. 
But just at this juncture, as fortune would have 
it, one of the Jew gentlemen was luckily im- 
pertinent to the Lady of Quality. The Mar- 
quis instantly tweaked the fellow by the nose: 
the Countess scream'd. The other Jew knocked 
down the Marquis, and then, while they were 
employed in knocking each other down, the 
Auctioneer, merely to punish them all for their 
ill manners, knock'd down the two pictures to 
we. This, he assured me afterwards, was his 
only motive. 


LYDIA. 
He serv'd them very right indeed! 
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| LADY SWALLOW. g 
Oh! no one can blame the Auctioneer ! But 
here comes my other treasure 
Enter a Porter with a full length of Prince Eu- 

gene, which be places to range with the rest. 

| PORTER. 

Prince Eugene, please you, my Lady---hope 
your Ladyship will consider the care I've taken 
in bringing his Highness. And here's a bill for 
4001. [ Presents it to Sir Solomon. 

SIR SOLOMON. 
Out, fellow ! [Seizes th: Porter, whose wig falls 
. and discovers a potuder d. bead. 
LADY SWALLOW. 

Screams, and falls into Lydia's arms.] The 
Ex-Burgomaster, as I hope to be saved! 

[The Porter runs out. 
SIR SOLOMON. 

Here's villainy ! And here's taste! But pray, 
my dear, have you paid any deposit ? 

LADY SWALLOW. 
I referred them to you, my dear. 
SIR SOLOMON. 

Then all's safe. I'll trounce the Auctioneer, 

and make him take back the pictures. 
i LADY SWALLOW. _. 

To be exhibited as monuments of my shame! 
—no: Perish the pictures! [Takes our a kniſe, 
and cuts out the beads of the piftures. 

SIR SOLOMON. | 
Holloa! What the devil are you about ? 
What have you done? So, here's a pretty job! 
Now I must pay for this * — and lose 
four hundred pounds! 
7 
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LADY SWALLOW. 

That's true indeed, my dear! But who, as 
Macheath says, can be, &c. &c. However, don't 
fret, love: trust to my skill. 1-1 patch the heads 
in again, and the art of my pencil shall conceal 


the flaw. 
SIR SOLOMON. 

Ay. do, my Lady, for Heav'n's sake! and 
then I'll send em back to Mr. Knockmedown's, 
and clap Mr. Leech, my lawyer, on his shoul- 
ders. 


LADY SWALLOW. 
Sir Solomon, trounce the Auctioneer, or 1 
renounce the Arts for ever. 
SIR SOLOMON. 
Was I sure of that, damme, but I'd pay Mr. 
2 for Prince Zugene at least. 
1— 


— 


. . 


_SCENE IP. 


An in Sir Solomon's Howe. Enter 
Tospy, sbewig in ATaLL and MaraLiL,' dis- 
guised as very old Jews. 


TOBY, 

Gentlemen, Master expected you most zar- 
tainly ! He is on the stairs coming to wait on 
you: he'll be woundedly glad to see you. What 
_ would our maids give for a sight of two such 
sweethearts | [ Aside, and exit. 


Enter Sir SoLoMon. ATALL and MARALL in close 
| conversation. 


ATALL. | 
Five hundred tousand crowns in Naples, 


— 


von hundred tousand in Mecca, two millions 
of piasters Banco Vienna, and thirteen hundred 
ingots of bullion, with my private Broker at 
Jerusalem. 


MARALL. | 
Right, master; the memorandum is lock'd 
up with your shaving---hem---in your portman- 


teau ! 
ATALL. | 
Very well, very well.---[ Aide. Confound 
the shaving case 
SIR SOLOMON. 
{ Aside.) What treasure! And all true, all 
gospel, no doubt. 


ATALL. | 

The jewels, you day, Juba, are all zafe? 

MARALL. | 

All safe---only one of the stones is a little 
loosened in the ' necklace which Cleopatra 
22 with you the last time you justified bail 

or Mark Anthony! 
ATALL. 

Dick, Dick, gently !—Juba, I ask these ques- 
tions, because, rich as I am, and long as I have 
liv'd, I feel my end is near. Juba, you have 
long known my resolution : Worth and Beauty 
shall inherit and disperse my wealth, and there- 
fore have I travelF'd to England---a Wife must 
be my Heir. 


— MARALL. 
O. master! Your loss will break poor Juba's 
heart! When you are gone a very few centuries 
will end me. 


ATALL. 
Kind Juba! But I long to see | the worthy 
* this amiable | 


— 
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MARALL. 

Master, he's here. 

SIR SOLOMON. | 
Mr. Mathuzalem, I am glad to see you under 
my roof Mr. Noah, the same! Gentlemen, 
Yay be seated ;---I hope we shall soon be on a 
ly footing, without ceremony. 

ATALL. 

I hope to be so too, from my heart !---Sir So- 
lomon, you remind me of a gentleman with 
whom I was once very intimate. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

And pray, Sir, when might that be? 

ATALL. 

It was during the siege of T 
very good man. You have read 
T roy, thoꝰ you don't remember it ? 

SIR SOLOMON. 

I remember thesiege of Valenceens, and sup- 
pose one siege is like another : 80 that's all the 
same, you know. Pray, Sir, how long is it since 
you have been in London ? 

ATALL. 

How long ? Why —— 

MARALL. 

Sir, the first dinner my Master ever eat in 
this famous City of London, was at an enter- 
tainment given by Julius Czar to the Lord 
Mayor and Corporation, on laying the corner 
stone of the Tower. 


ME... 
the siege of 


ATALL. * 
Sho it wash, Juba---very true, very true! 
Gently, for Heaven's sake 


MARALL. 
Let me alone!---Yes, and I remember you 
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found fault with the wine ; upon which Julius 
sent up for Bladen, and swore, that partial as 
he was to the London Tavern, if ever he serv'd 
him so again, his next dinner should be with 
Simpkin at the Crown and Anchor. 

ATALL. 


Zounds, Dick! TR ET Een purgan* 
© SIR SOLOMON. | 
Pretty well that last! 


— 


Enter Lady SWALLOW. 


Oh, my .dear, this is the old, ancient, venerable 
gent.eman whom I told you of: he has been all 
about the world ever since the beginning of it, 
M 
isted. 


LADY SWALLOW. 
Then, Sir, doubtless you have been i in Italy, 
and have seen perhaps the great antique Artists. 
ATALL. 
Oh yesh, I wash the intimate of little Paul 
Rubens, and dined at least once a week for two 
ears with Michael Angelo. Yesh, yesh---poor 
Michael 1 recollect at Venice once I lent 
him two guineash, which 5190 
MARALL. 
'Twas ten, master ten, upon my honour--- 
I carried them to bim, and 1 — ] took 
his receipt by mistake upon a twopenny stamp. 
ATALL. 
Damn your stamp! | 
LADY SWALLOW. | 
Sir, if it was ten times the sum I would pay 
you, rather than have the memory of that 
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great man disturbed!---You have travell'd 
much, Sir? 


ATALL. 


Yesh, Madam, much. I superintended 

the building of the Temple of Jupiter Olym- 

: I was icularly intimate with Parrechus, 

| , and Timantheus, the first discoverers 

of the magic powers of the pencil. I have or- 

der'd some of their drawings, Madam, to be add. 
ed to your Collection, 

LADY SWALLOW. 


Sir, I thank you: this indeed is something 
like an alliance !---You have been in Rome, Sir ? 
ATALL. 


In old Rome. 

; LADY SWALLOW. 
Pray, Sir, may I take the freedom of asking 
is the story of Romulus being suckled by a she 
wolf all a fable ? 


ATALL. 
Figurative, figurative, Madam. The mother 
was a vixen, that's the truth of it, and got the 
name of a she wolf accordingly. Juba, you re- 
member how she treated me in the nursery, 
when we were playing with the twins? 
MARALL. 

Yes, I remember she threw a bason of tea at 
your head for saying you thought Remus the 
. prettier boy of the two. 

ATALL. 
A bason of tea in old Rome !-- Dick! Dick: 
MARALL. 

Oh---I'll set it right '---Tea did I 8ay---no.--1 

meant a cup of caudle ; for by the same token 
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we were asked to the Christening of the dear 
little boys, and you were to be godfather to 
Romulus. 

ATALL. 


Oh ! worse and worse---Jews at a Christening, 
and the infant a Pagan ! 
SIR SOLOMON. 
You have been in Ireland, Mr. Juba? 
MARALL. 
Oh! never, never !.--{ Aside.] How the devil 
could he find that out now ? 1 
SIR SOLOMON. 
You seem to have a smack of the dialect. 
MARALL. 
Yes, that may be natural enough, for I hap- 
d to travel thro* Egypt with St. Patrick, 
g before he visited Ireland, and it's like 


enough I would catch a slight smack of the 
brogue. 


Enter a Servant, who whispers Lady SwaLLow: 
abe sends bim off. 
LADY SWALLOW. 

Sir Solomon, will you persuade these vene- 
rable gentlemen to condescend to look at my 
Collection. [ ExeuntSir S. ing Mar. and At.] 
So! another application to see my Gallery, and 
a Captain too! 


Enter CAMILLA, in regimentals. 
CAMILLA. : 
[Singing ] © A soldier I am for the ladies!” 
Madam, having heard of your valuable Collec- 
tion of Pictures, I have taken the liberty, with 
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your permission, to request a sight of your ad - 
mirable Gallery. 


Sir, I shall feel most happy in obliging a 
young gentleman of your appearance. A 
mighty pretty fellow, upon my word! Here 
would be a Cicisbeo! He exceeds the Count 
even as a Claude a Polygraphic [ Asidc.} Sir, 
you are most welcome. But yet I hope your 
objec is really my Collection. No personal de- 
sign, I trust, on excuse my blusbes ! | 

CAMILLA.. 

So! well done, Aunt! If I don't take care, 
here will be a disappointment. But I hear a 
rescue at hand, so the assault is safe. [ Aside.] 
Oh ! most accomplished of your sex, thus urg'd, 
I must frankly confess, that your charms 
alone [Kuceling. 


Enter Sir SOLOMON. 


3 SIR SOLOMON. | 
Well, I have left the old gentlemen. “ Shame, 

shame, Sir Solomon, how can you expose your- 

self 80 7” - e 


LADY SW ALLOW. 
. Pretend to go---but follow me to the paint- 
ing-room. [ Aside to Cam. and exit. 
CAMILLA, 
Hah! Sir Solomon, my good fellow, you 
know who I am, don't you? | 
SIR SOLOMON. 
No, I don't, upon my soul, Sir. 
CAMILLA. 


Nor arn't you inform'd what has brought me 
here ? 
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SIR SOLOMON. 
Not in the least, Captain ; tho I think I have 
a right to give a pretty good guess. 
CAMILLA. 


Sir I am the best friend you have 
in the world: | am come to tell you a 8ecret...- 
Harkee me---you are undone ! 

SIR SOLOMON. 
Damn'd friendly intelligence, I admit 
CAMILLA. 


| At this very moment you are the dupe of a 
plot. 


SIR SOLOMON. 
A plot! | 
| CAMILLA. 
Of a most wicked and audacious * 
carrying on before your face. 
SIR SOLOMON. 
A plot before my face! 
CAMILLA. 
In one word, the two old Jews 
| SIR SOLOMON. 
Hey Ws 
CAMILLA. 


Are no other than Atall and his friend Ma. 


rall. 


SIR SOLOMON. 
' Good! very good! And pray, Sir, who are 


„ 


CAMILLA. 
An honest, conscientious gentleman, who 
scorns disguise, and doats on tath. 
SIR SOLOMON. 
A thousand thanks !--.I'llclear my house this 
80 
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instant! I'll have em toss'd in a blanket---PIl 
shoot em- I'Il have em taus'd in the Thames 
Lydia, Lydia, where are you, Lydia? Toby ! 
don't let these two old, these two damn'd young 
rascals, I mean, out of doors: III rid the house 
of them myself [Zi. 
CAMILLA. 

So, now I think I am reveng'd of my fickle 
swain I own I thought I lik'd you once, but 
my mind's chang'd” --insolent ! But what's here? 

[Noise steps aside. 


Euler ArAIL, ManAIIL, and Tonr. 
TOBY. 

Yes, zartainly you must get off as fast as you 
can, tho” I vow it was'nt I betray'd you: no, 
there stands the man has told Sir Solomon the 
whole. 

. ATALL. 
Damnation! He shall answer for it. 
MARALL. 
That he shall, indeed! 
ATALL. 

Sir, your officious impertinence has with 
drawn our disguises. On what pretence have 
you presumed to interfere in our pursuits ? 

Ay, Sir; why have you dar'd to meddle in 
our affairs? 


CAMILLA. | 

Mark me, gentlemen ! If you are what you 
appear to be, you area couple of old dotards ; 
and, if you are in » you are impos- 
tors, and beneath my resentment! Why have 
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I presum d to interfere?” My motive is 
love for Camilla. 4 we 
MARALL. 

Your love for Camilla! Dare you affect to 

love her as I du? 


CAMILLA. 3 
Yes! Lou lov'd her once, but you chang'd 
your mind.“ 
''TOBY. 


Dear! dear! my stupid blunder ! 
MARALL. 
Chang'd ! never for a moment! and with my 
life I'll assert my truth 
| 8 CAMILLA. 
How's this? I see by Toby's face there has 
been some mistake | [ Aside. 
> MARALL. 
Come, Sir, no trifling---I can contain no 


longer ! 

CAMILLA. 
Nor I eicher! Ha! ha! ha} [Takes off ber bat. 
ATALL. & 
What's all this? Camilla! Oh! blundering 


Marall ! f 
| SIR SOLOMON. 
[Witbout.] Is the door double lock d or barr'd? 
| [Toby runs out. 


MARALL. 
A thousand pardons, my dear Camilla, but 


how—— 
CAMILLA. 
Hush! there is no time for explanations.--- 
Retire to the painting-room, from wheace 1 
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will contrive to get my Aunt: there hide your- 
selves till I come to relieve you. 
[Ezeunt severally. 

SIR SOLOMON. 
(Without. I say, bring a light, and give me 
my 


— —„V — —ĩj —ͤ— 


„ —— — 0 


SCENE V. 


The Pifture Gallery, a little dark. Enter Lady 
SWALLOW, with a candle, and CaMiiia. 


LADY SWALLOW. 


No, indeed, Captain: Vil take no excuse 
even by candle. light. I will have your opinion 
of some of them. 


CAMILLA. 
Pray, my Lady, another time; I promised 
to return to Sir Solomon. He'll be coming here 
to look for me. How shall I get her away? 
e 


LADY SWALLOW. 


Sir Solomon dares not a my sanc- 
tuary, without leave first had and obtain'd. | 
| SIR SOLOMON. 
__[Witbout.) Toby, Toby, I say! 
LADY SW ALLOW. 


Heav'ns, tis Sir Solomon, the most jealous 
man on earth ! 


CAMILLA. 
FIl go to him! I'll stop him 
LADY SWALLOW. 
. Oh, Captain! By all the tender passions, do 
not desert me even for a moment.--you 
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not he will only look in and depart! Quick 
"—tof va retire ee _ 
a candle on the table. 


CAMILLA. 
I have no alternative! [' Aside. Thoy retire be- 
bind the Historical Picture. 


Enter ATALL and MARALL. 
ATALL. 


So, here is to be our hiding place ! 
TOBY. 


[Witbout.] They are both charg'd, Sir. 
MARALL. 


By Jove they are coming this way---quick | foe 
[Going bebind the Picture. 
ATALL. 
Why, this post is taken already ! 


MARALL. 
Well, we have nothing for it but a 
attempt ¶ Pointing to the pictures 2222 
and taking the loose ones aside. 


ATALL. 

I understand you.---[ They place their beads in the 
boles.)]---But promise me now not to begin 
—— in order to make the picture more 


SIR SOLOMON. 


(Without.] I am sure they are this way. No 
ceremony on such an occasion. 


Enter Sir SoLOMON and Tonx, with pistols. 
No, the birds are flown. My Lady, however, 
has been at work I see, and mended the pic- 


tures. 4001. for such daubs as those! The 
dra 


pery, indeed, is well enough ; but the faces 
miserable. Well, Toby, let's go to the next 
Justice and geta warrant. 
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TOBY. 
Dear Master, we had better not meddle with 
_ they are dreadful fighting fellows both 


SIR SQLOMON. 
Fight, will they ? Well, I am as good a shot 
as the best of them, and I'll practise too.--- 
Loaded only with powder | [ Aide. 

TOBY. 
Mercy ! Don't make a hole in my Lady's 


pictures | 
SIR SOLOMON. 
What are the odds I don't hit Prince Eu- 


gene's left eye? ¶ Fires. I be women scream, and 
the — are thrown down. 


Enter Lyola. 

Upon my credit, as choice a group of living 
portraits as my eyesever beheld ! 

CAMILLA. 

Dear Uncle; forgive us: consider the tender 


passions ! 
LADY SWALLOW. 


My niece! How am I exposed? I shall be 
ashamed ever to shew my face in a Picture 
Gallery more 


ATALL. 
Sir Solomon, we must throw ourselves on 
your generosity : I am really ashamed of hav- 
ing attempted so often to impose on your cre- 
dulity. 
__ LYDIA. 
Dear Sir, let me intercede ! 
SIR SOLOMON. 
Then, my girls, read your zentence in that 
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which I gave you, and will 
Tims as resentful as = 


LYDIA. | 
[ Reads.) Justice and gratitude point out 
young Marall as the proper husband for Ca- 
milla. This is my wish. But to prevail over 
the romance of her temper, I must appear to 
oppose her inclinations. My daughter Lydia 
shall choose for herself, without reserve.“ 
CAMILLA. 
Here's an incident! 
LYDIA. 
Dear father, our future conduct shall shew 
our gratitude. 


ATALL. 
Join us, I beseech you, in that promise. 
SIR SOLOMON. 


Well, my Lady, all must be forgiven ; and 
there is room for the old to reform as well as the 
young. And when you next take up your pen- 
cil, my Lady, give us only a sketch of this scene, 
and if it affords amusement to our best friends, 
our gratitude will be without disguise. 

[ Exzeunt omnes. 


